



%$ The Tragedy of Othello 

fiory ofluft and foule thoughts .• they met Co necre with their lip?, 
that their breathes embrac’d together. When thefe mutualities 
fo marfhall the way 3 hand at hand,comcs themaine excrcifc,the in- 
corporate Conclufion. But fir,be you rulM by mec, I haue brought 
you from Venice : watch you. to night, for your command Tie lay'c 
vpon you >€afsio knowes you not, Vic not be farre from you 3 do you 
finde fomc occafion to anger Cafsio^'whzz by fpe&kmg too loud, or 
tainting his difciplihe,or from what other caulcyoupleafe ; which 
the time {hall more fauourably miniftcr. 

Rod. Well, 

lag. Sir he is rafh, and very fuddain in cholcr,and haply with his 
Trunchen may firike at you; prouoke him that he may,for euen out 
of that, will I caufe thefe of Cypres to mutiny , whole qualification 
iliall come into no true trull again’t,but by the difplanting of Cafsioz 
So fhall you haue a fhortcr iourney to your defires by the mcancs I 
fhal then haue to prefer them,& the impedimentjmofi; profitably rc- 
mou’d, without which there were no expedition of our profperity. 
Rod. I will doe this, if I can bring it to any opportunity. 
lag. I warrant thec,mccte me by and by at the Cittadcll;! muft 
fetch his necclfaries afhorc. — Farewell# 

Rod. Adue. Exit, 

lag. That CafsJo loues her, I doe well bele.eue it ; 

That file Ioueshim,tis apt and of great credit; 

The Moore howbc'r,that I indurehim not. 

Is ofa confiant,noble,Iouing nature; 

And I dare thinkc 7 heele prone to Defdemona $ 

A mod deere husband : now! cioeloucher too, 

Not out of abfolutc lull 3 tho peraduenture. 1 

I (land accountant for as great a fin, 

But partly lead to diet my reueoge 3 
For that 1 doe fufpcdl the luftfull Moore, 

Hath leap’d into my fcate,thc thought whereof 
Doth like a poifonotts minerall gnaw my inwards. 

And nothing can, nor (ball content my foule, 

Till I am cuen with him,wife,for wife : 

Or failing fo,yet that I put the Moore, 

Atkaft,into a Icaloufie fo ftrong, 
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The Moore of V enice. zp 

That Iudgement cannot cure; which thing to doc, 

Ifchis poore trafbof Venice , whom I crufh. 

For his.quickc hunting,ftand the putting on. 

Tie haue our MichaelCapio on the hip, 

Abufe him to the Moore,in the ranke garbe, 

(For I fearc Capio,\\hh my nightcap to) 

Make the Moore thanke me,louc inland reward me. 

For making him e gregioufly an Affe, 

And pradiifing vpon his peace and quiet, 

Euen to madnefic : tis here, but yet confus’d, 

Knauerics plainc face is ncuer feenc,ullvs’d. 

Exit. 

Enter a GcntlemM reading a Proclamation. 

It is Othello's pleafure;our noble and valiant Getierall 3 that vpon 
certainc tidings now arriued, importing the meere perdition of the 
Ttirk’p Flecte; that cucry man put himtelfe into trimnprnSomc to 
dance, fome makebonefires; each man to what fport and Re- 
uelshisminde leadeshim; forbefidcs thefe bcneficiall newes , it 
is the celebration of his Nuptiails •• So much was his plcafure 
fhould bee proclaimed. All Offices are open , and there is full 
liberty , from this prefent houre cf hue , till the bell hath told 
eleuen. Heaucnbleflc the Iflc of Cypres } w\d our noble Generali 
Othello. 


Enter Othello,Caffio,4»d D efdemona* 
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Oth. Good Michael } lookc you to the guard to night. 
Lets teach our felucs the honourable ftoppe. 

Not to out fport difcretion. 

Caf. I ago hath directed what to doe: 

B ut notwitliftanding with my perfonall eye 
Will I looks to it. 


Oth . I ago is moft honeft, 

Michael good night,to morrow with your earlieft. 
Let me haue fpecch with you,come my deare lone, 







